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Scarlet Hussars led by Carl, the terrible Red Prince, who
boxed his wife's ears five minutes after she had borne him.
his third daughter in succession ; nor was that the end of his
fascinating iniquity. Then comes the Master of the Horse
in his green and golden coat. A squadron of the giant white
Garde-du-Corps in their flashing brazen helmets precede
Vicky and Fritz.

Augusta, Crown Princess of Prussia, awaits them at the
foot of the' great marble steps of the Old Schloss. Behind
her clusters a whispering mass of Hohenzollern relations.
" Welcome to Potsdam ! " they all shout with the voice of a
trained chorus. The sun shines brightly to lighten a little
for Vicky the ordeal of introduction, but she has never
known such cold. The Trades begin to pass before the
Schloss with their banners and emblems. There is a grand
reception for the notabilities and the stiff-necked garrison.

On Sunday morning Vicky attends the Garrison Kirche
with Fritz and drives in shivering state through the Royal
parks. At night they appear at the gala performance of
Spontini's Vestalin, the customary piece performed on
ceremonial occasions. On Monday morning they set out for
Berlin. The carriage is closed, for the wind cuts like a knife ;
but Vicky has given orders that the roof is to be removed
before they enter the city gates. She and her ladies are in
low-backed dresses in accordance with Prussian etiquette.
In the Berlin streets she is going to discard her mantle and
brave the blast for the benefit of her new countrymen.

Bellevue Palace lies just outside the Brandenburg Gate
and here the cortege halts. His Majesty the King has defied
doctors' orders and waits with Queen Elizabeth at the Palace
entrance to greet the bride.

' How delightful that thou art here at last,' the haggard
King keeps repeating vacantly to Vicky. He returns to
embrace her again and again, for he cannot think of anything
else to do. Now and again he taps his head and sighs. Queen
Elizabeth is almost as frigid as the weather. His Majesty
drives away to the peace of Charlottenburg. The cort&ge
reaches the Brandenburg Gate, where the City orphans are